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	1. The Tale of Four

**Title: **Before Hogwarts

**Series: **Part 1 of the Of Secrets and Destinies series

**Genre:** Friendship / Adventure / Fantasy

**Rating:** General Audience, K+

**Relationships:** N/A

**Universe:** Harry Potter AU / Hogwarts AU

**Fandom:** Rise of the Brave Tangled Dragons, How to Train Your Brave Tangled Guardians

**Category:** Movie crossover » Rise of the Guardians (2012) | How to Train Your Dragon (2010) | Tangled (2010) | Brave (2012) | Harry Potter - J. K. Rowling

**Description:** Introduction and prologue snippets of the Big Four, before they entered Hogwarts. The Mischievous Prankster with an Infinity for Snow, The Daughter of the Sun with a Healing Gift, The Misfit Viking who Tamed the Dragons, and The Brave at Heart made of Fire.

**Series Summary:** _"You might belong in Gryffindor, where dwell the brave at heart. Their daring, nerve, and chivalry set Gryffindors apart."  
><em>_"You might belong in Hufflepuff, where they are just and loyal. Those patient Hufflepuffs are true and unafraid of toil."  
><em>_"Or yet in wise old Ravenclaw, if you have a ready mind. Where those of wit and learning will always find their kind."  
><em>_"Or perhaps in Slytherin you will make your real friends. Those cunning folks use any means to achieve their ends."_

**SEVEN YEARS.  
><strong>They had seven magical, unforgettable years before them.

A lot can happen over the course of such time. For the first time in Hogwarts' history, members from all four houses will come together. Four students will form a strong bond, a bond that will be tested. Mistakes will be made, feelings will be hurt, trust will be broken. Four people—mere children—will be pushed to their limits as they realise they are all in the middle of something much larger than just their mystical educations.

The pieces are lining up for a Second Wizarding War, and these kids have found themselves in the middle of the battleground.

**Disclaimer:** I will only tell this once. I do not own the characters from Rise of the Guardians, How to Train Your Dragon, Tangled or Brave, nor do I own the universe of Harry Potter. Everything mentioned respectively belongs to DreamWorks, Disney, Pixar and J. K. Rowling. Additional characters thrown in along the way is not owned by me either.

**Notice:** Few to no Harry Potter characters will show up in this fan fiction. The only character I plan on having in this story, so far, is Peeves the Poltergeist, and maybe the other ghosts, too, as well as Garrick Olivander, but they are maybes. There'll be references to the Harry Potter series — plenty of them — but no events that has taken place in the books/films will be mentioned in this AU. There is one exception that you will find as you read this introduction, but otherwise there won't be mentioning of other HP events.

.

* * *

><p>.<p>

_I won't mention House Placements, because that would be spoiling, so…_

_**Update, 01/08/2015!**__ Changed the preview into an introduction because I thought it would flow better this way._

_**15/09/2015: **This story is on a long hiatus due to real life challenges._

_**Word Count:** 650_

.

* * *

><p>~.~<p>

**OF SECRETS AND DESTINIES**

**Part I **— **Before Hogwarts**

~.~

_Introduction_

**_The Tale of Four_**

.

_"Sharing tales of those we've lost is how we keep from really losing them."  
><em>— Mitch Albom

~.~

_Every hero, or perhaps heroine, has their own story to tell, and two stories are never alike. Some are simpler than others, filled with calmness and harmony, like that of Oswald the Agreeable: Chief of the Berserker Tribe, who brought peace and manageable lives for both wizards, witches and muggles to live together in perfect unison throughout his reign as well as succeeding to spread this harmony for the neighbouring tribes. Others are so old that their stories are more myths than legends, like that of a mysterious witch leaving the world to guide others towards their destinies._

_The world has seen many great heroes and heroines, each passed down to children with awe and excitement, eager to know more and finding answers no one could ask questions about. But there are some stories that does not always have a happy telling._

_Perhaps the greatest story of them all is that of the Big Four; four children gathered at Hogwarts School of Witchcraft and Wizardry, their destinies slowly intertwining with one another the moment they boarded the Hogwarts Express and had greater power together than any other wizard or witch had ever been able to manifest into our magical world._

_Stories usually contain one hero valiantly defeating one villain and saving the world, like that of the Boy Who Lived ending a full scale war. But the story of the Big Four is anything but typical. Every person in this group played a valuable role, not one person meaning more or performing less than the other throughout their years at Hogwarts._

_This is a story of a Lost Princess, Gifted by the Sun to heal others, hidden away in a tower from the outside at a time when her people needed her most—a girl who wants nothing more than to see and learn about the world she's kept away from._

_This is a story of a Noble Lady with a Brave Heart, wanting nothing more than that to Change Her Fate—a girl who wants independence and control of her own choices instead of being saddled and mannered into being a "Perfect Princess" by her mother._

_This is a story of a Scrawny Creator, wanting to Prove Himself to his father, with an imagination and inventive nature too big for his little Viking village—and is scorned for it, and only looked upon as a disappointment, a disease that cannot be cured._

_This is a story of a Charismatic Boy with a Pure Soul, wanting nothing more than to bring joy and fun to the world, and to protect his beloved sister—a boy with a free spirit, who plays his games beyond the borders of rules, and lives life despite the darkness that keeps hunting him._

_The story of the Big Four is the tale of four children from four very different societies, spread over four equally as different dormitories: four young people barely out of their childhood, who craved more out of life than the familiar patterns of home. Four children who came together at a time, when the world needed them the most, even though it did not know it. Four teens who came together and held firmly against the evil that rose yet again, this time even more powerful than previously. Four people who proved that rivalry is in the past and that inter-house friendship and harmony stands strongest against darkness and is here to stay._

_This is the story of how four friends managed to defeat the most malicious wizards and witches during the darkest hours of distress in our Magical History despite all odds._

_Gather around, children, and let Old Katherine tell you the adventures of the Daughter of the Sun with a Healing Gift, the Brave at Heart made from Fire, the Misfit Viking who Tamed the Dragons, and the Mischievous Prankster with an Enchantment for Snow._

.

* * *

><p>.<p>

**A/N**: Whoa. Did I just… wow. I can't believe this. I never thought I'd be able to write something this short. No seriously, I write stuff that usually is above the 4,000 word mark. Not to say I'm not a bit proud to write something as short as this; it's just shocking, you know. Anyway, I hope you enjoyed it and will continue to follow this story.

Reviews are very much appreciated, as long as they are constructive.

PS: A poll regarding the House Cup is set up on my profile. The readers decides which House shall win it.

~Eltanin


	2. The Daughter of the Sun

_**A/N**: I've managed to rewrite Rapunzel's part! Yay! :D As I've said before, I wanted to credit Zee for allowing me to use some of her ideas. And by showing my gratitude, I've chosen to have it the way she originally wanted it to be. Besides, her version was very interesting and I actually really liked it. So, here you go! ^^_

_Sorry for the long wait. I've had such a massive writers block, it was horrible. At least I'm out of it. :)_

_PS: You know what I noticed? My writing style is improving and changing for the better! :D_

_Word Count: 5256 _

* * *

><p><strong><em>Thank you <span>aavonlea<span>, eliazeravenfeather and Ketz for beta-reading this. :)_**

* * *

><p>~.~<p>

**OF SECRETS AND DESTINIES**

**PART ****I _— _Before Hogwarts **

~.~

_Prologue_

**The Acceptance Letters**

_**Part I **—** The Daughter of the Sun**_

.

~.~

_There is a legend that says that a single drop of sunlight once touched the earth when the Sun cried for her children during a time of despair, and from that drop of sunlight grew a magic golden flower with the ability to heal the injured. This flower contained magical properties and around it grew a glorious kingdom by the name of Corona. This is where our first heroine – Rapunzel – was born, even though she was not raised within the Kingdom's walls. You see, Queen Primrose Solari grew very ill during her pregnancy and the King was desperate to find a cure in order to save his wife and unborn child. In dark times, people usually search for a miracle, or in this case, a magic, golden flower. But someone had already found it before The King and kept it for her own selfish reasons._

_Mother Gothel had kept herself alive and young for centuries by the use of the Flower, and all she had to do was sing a special song. Gothel wasn't only a selfish monster – to a certain degree, she could actually be a gentle and loving person – but she was also an excellent witch who'd do anything in order to achieve her goals. One night she forgot to put the protective spell that would keep the Flower hidden from wizards and Muggles alike, and in turn the King's search party found the flower._

_The properties of the flower healed the queen, and a healthy baby girl with beautiful golden hair came to the world. To celebrate her birth, her mother and father launched a flying lantern into the sky. As a symbol of the perfect health and the miracle that made the young girl arrive into the world safely, she was a sign of Hope, claimed to be the direct descendant of the Sun herself._

_And in that moment and the following, few years, everything was perfect._

_But then, every moment must sadly come to an end. Shortly after her birth, dark forces had arisen, wizards and witches from the Dark Side attacking in great numbers from everywhere on everyone. As parents, The King and Queen did everything in order to protect their beloved child from the evil and therefore kept a watchful eye over the young princess for the few years of fragility. However, as hard as one may try, one cannot keep evil forces out forever._

_When war times are upon you, a King is desperately busy to keep his subjects safe while fighting back, and King Thomas Solari was no exception. While the King was busy beyond redemption, his wife made sure to take care of the princess. But Queen Primrose was one of the best healers in the land — Head Healer of Corona's Royal Hospital, in fact — and therefore attended to many injured warriors, all in desperate need for medical care and surgery. During a moment of absence to help a frantic nurse, our sweet Rapunzel was kept alone in a room for a few short minutes. But that was all she needed._

_Mother Gothel, disguised as a nurse worker, broke in, stole the child and just like that, vanished, with only a strangle of brown hair left in the baby's otherwise now empty crib._

_The King and Queen were distraught; they searched and searched but could not find the princess, because deep within the forests of the Kingdom itself, a hidden tower secluded from the world with many protective and illegal spells was keeping the girl away from others outside. Gothel raised Rapunzel as her own, and while she was determined to keep her new Source for Eternal Youth safe and within her grasps, the walls of their tower could not hide everything. Each year on the princess' birthday, the King and Queen of Corona would send thousands of lanterns into the sky in hopes that one day their lost daughter would return._

_But the lanterns never was a problem for Gothel; while they brought great curiosity to her child, Rapunzel would still forever be safe and sound with her, adoptive, mother. When the first letter from Hogwarts came, however, Gothel's worst fears became reality, and so she tried to keep them away from her Flower, because a letter from Hogwarts could be disastrous if Rapunzel ever read one. But more and more came, each determined to reach the child within the tower, and when one keep trying, eventually they will get through with what they want…_

.

* * *

><p>.<p>

She was painting again.

It was nothing new. It was how she spent her time. It was also, in fact, her greatest passion. She didn't know exactly why she loved painting, she just did. Her imagination carried her off to God knows where, creative creations dusting the yellow walls of her sanctuary. It was a blessing to be absorbed in something as amazing as this. Admitted though, there was one thing Rapunzel loved more than painting. It was the process of learning how to paint, how to improve, how to act different. She would come up with something – let it be something she saw from her window or from a good novel, or just an idea that popped into her mind – and draw it out, search it up in her books, perfect it. Everything new was amazing in her eyes. Just the smallest things as a bird singing would wake her curiosity and make the young child wonder, how cruel the world actually was as mother put it to be.

She didn't doubt her mother, but she was curious to know more about the world Gothel kept her away from. Every child would be if they were in her shoes. Well, feet, more like it. (She never wore shoes, feeling much lighter and elegant, free, when she had nothing on her small feet.) Being born with magical hair had its benefits, but it also had its negative sides. While she loved her hair and refused to cut it on behalf of her mother, Rapunzel still thought they were the reason to why she was bound by invisible chains to her tower, bound to be forever secluded from the world. She longed to be outside, if just for a moment.

_"Mommy, can I go outside? I want to see the floating lights."_

It was something she would ask every year on her birthday, even days, weeks sometimes, before her annual celebration. She wanted to see the mysteries that engulfed the night sky, know what they meant, what they were, why they appeared once a year, and why it was on her birthday every time. The floating lights were such a mystery to her, and their significance was never mentioned in her books. It felt so close to her yet so far away. It always pulled at her attention, calling for her, begging her to come closer. She desperately wanted to see them up close. Not just from her window, but in person. Whatever they meant she had a nagging feeling they were meant for her.

_"No, Rapunzel. You know you can't. The world would do horrible things to you; people would do horrible things to you if you ventured outside. Besides, it's nothing but stars, dear. It's not worth the effort to risk your life. Do you understand me, Flower?"_

Rapunzel disagreed on that. Well, with the stars, as her mother put them. Stars don't move, and they aren't as clear as flames. Stars are constant; they shine with an angelic beauty of life that were billions of light years away. She'd know that from her books, and by studying the stars with her own two emerald eyes. Each held their own history, had their own past, and combined they meant something even grander. The world was such a magnificent being, let there be good or bad out in it, it still fascinated the young girl with magic powers locked inside the secluded tower.

_"Yes, mother."_

But could it really be that cruel? Well, Rapunzel reflected, that perhaps not, but it was for someone like her. After all, her mother did have a point: who wouldn't try to cut and sell her hair, use her hair for their own selfish gain, use _her_ as an object, especially when she was as clumsy and naïve as she was?

The thought alone made her heart sink, her pencil wandering down the nude wall until it reached her hips. She exhaled deeply, staring up at her painting, a small smile gracing her lips as she watched her mural. For some reason, her mind would never let her dwell on those things and would always find the good in the world. Today – even though it's been a month after her eleventh birthday – reminded her that something would pull her away from her sanctuary, one way or another.

It brought her butterflies and goose bumps, thrilling and shivering what it might be.

A castle decorated with a blanket of white across it and its grounds, monstrous creatures taking hold of the sky, fairies holding secret rendezvous points in the forests, letting her entire world be filled with magic and wonders as she stared at her mural. Perhaps that was what it looked like to live in a magic castle. Rapunzel could only dream of what might be outside the Tower, a world where there could be others like herself. Maybe not, but it didn't hurt to hope and dream, right?

Mother was gone for her daily routine. What that was, Rapunzel did not know. Well, she knew what routine meant, but she had no knowledge about her mother's doing when she was out. Most logically, she was out gathering food and the likes, supplies for a living, but even though her mother being out was the usual way of what happened around the tower, Rapunzel still wanted to know what exactly Mother Gothel was doing when she wasn't at home, even though she was sure that her mother could take perfect care of herself.

Lately, however, it seemed she was acting odd. All right, she was acting rather strange since Rapunzel's eleventh birthday. As if, she was keeping something from her daughter, something secret, something peculiar, something terrible. Even though Rapunzel knew, doubting her mother was bad – very bad – she couldn't help her curiosity get the better of her and wonder what it was that Gothel was so horrified of sharing with her daughter. Doubting might have been a strong word to use, she thought; Rapunzel never doubted her mother. She knew best and only cared for Rapunzel's security, so no, doubting may have been the wrong word to use in this case. Curious and worried, perhaps, but not doubting the kind woman. Never doubting her.

Rapunzel nodded affirmatively. No doubt her mother was just worried something might come, though what that might be, Rapunzel was both terrified and eager to know.

As the young girl decided to let bygones be bygones, and return focus on the present, she let the pencil back onto her palette. Only to find it completely dry with almost no paint left. She smiled sheepishly to herself. She'd been so caught up in her thoughts and wonders that she hadn't even noticed she had used every single drop of paint.

Putting pencil and palette aside, Rapunzel searched around for her chest, her emerald gaze landing on the floor near the fireplace, tree coated in a dull layer of soot. Why she'd placed it there, she did not know. It wasn't the most appropriated place to let her belongings be; after all, mother knew magic as well and used the fireplace as a shortcut to the tower, mainly and only using it if she had bought a lot of groceries, which wasn't often. Rapunzel still wondered how she did it, and perhaps that since her mother was a witch, that would be a reason to why Rapunzel had inherited magic. It was a long-shot theory she had shared with Gothel, who had dismissed that Rapunzel had inherited her mother's magic abilities. She never went to tell how it happened, though, with Rapunzel's hair that is as Gothel was just as clueless as the girl herself was. At least, that's what she always told.

It was quite sad, but Rapunzel didn't complain. Even though it would have been thrilling to have magic besides her hair's healing powers, Rapunzel knew that magic was cryptic. That still didn't stop her to think it would be fun and exciting to learn more about it. But, alas, she didn't possess magic the same way as her mother did. Therefore, Rapunzel had let the subject drop.

Up until today, as she would soon realise.

Opening her chest filled with a rainbow of paints – some of them appeared to shine like jewels, shades of ruby, sapphire and emerald that seemed to have an impossible brilliance – Rapunzel smiled brightly. A funny noise of excitement brushed past her lips and her previous worries and thoughts were washed away.

Face glowing up like her magical hair, fireworks blistering in her stomach from the excitement, Rapunzel decided to carry the whole box over to her mural. What she had not been expecting, however, was her foot getting caught in the soft – yet slightly rough – rug, losing balance, and for a split second, Rapunzel thought she would regain it. Until her feet seemed to have entangled themselves in her hair in the process of walking, and Rapunzel yelped, landing on the floor with a groaning, loud thud. Splintered glass followed closely after her fall, indicating that Rapunzel had lost her chest with paint and brushes in the process.

Yanking herself upright, Rapunzel stared wide eyed in horror at the painted monstrous nightmare, paint flooding in all direction and glass scattered everywhere. With a groaning whine escaping from the back of her throat, Rapunzel cursed herself, tears forming at the corner of her usually cheerful eyes. That had been her favourite paint! Her mother had spent such a big effort in buying and bringing them back for her daughter's eleventh birthday. And now it was gone; shattered and splattered in front of her eyes quite literally.

"Oh, no!"

Crawling forward, Rapunzel quickly started to gather the broken glass pieces, the paint covering her in the process; not just on her hands, but as she inspected the pieces and the inside of her chest, paint was spilling over her pink-purplish dress. She groaned loudly, staring at the glass she held as gently as possible in her hands. "What do I do now? Mother will be so furious."

Without thinking, Rapunzel got up and headed to pick up the necessary equipment to wash the floor. Returning right after, she got on her knees and start scrubbing and sweeping, cleaning the floor of swimming, beautiful, wasted paint and shards of glass, mumbling and talking down on herself as she did.

"Of course, I just had to fall. Why must I be so clumsy?" Now she realised how Cinderella felt when her evil stepmother and stepsisters had treated her so harshly, so inhuman. It was gruesome, living a life of misery, just drying up dirt and doing everything without help. While mother wasn't evil, Rapunzel felt that every little thing in the world was going against her, let it be her mother or the fact that she wasn't allowed to leave anywhere; she just felt rejected and angry as the tears started to fall. "It's so unfair!"

What Rapunzel had not been expecting during her distress, was for the nearby vases to splinter in pieces, the wind picking up and pulling down curtains with its mighty strength, rumbling the portraitist as they threatened to fall. With a scream releasing from her hales, the paintings fell, too, leaving Rapunzel in a messed daze of confusion and fear, her form shrinking to be nothing more than a piece of a troubled puzzle.

After several minutes of silence, Rapunzel – letting her eyes skim her distraught surroundings closely, warily and ever so slowly – gulped. "H-Hello?"

Her small questioned whisper was not answered. Only the wind, settled and gentle, was with her. Mysteries and magic was not uncommon in the tower, but something like this – darkish, uncontrolled, rampaging magic – had never been present before now. While the young youth was terrified beyond redemption, her heart thumping and threatening to jump out of her chest from complete fear, she felt herself knitting her eyebrows together in confusion, a tingle of frightened curiosity peeking off her demeanour.

"Anybody here?" Her question was unanswered as before, making the young girl relax the slightest bit that she was, indeed, alone. At least, she hoped so.

Rapunzel pulled herself to her feet, brushing off any remains of dust and dirt from her clothes before inspecting her surroundings. No doubt, that the chaos around her was not caused by natural phenomenon, because nature did not act inappropriate and spectacular in the way she had witnessed seconds prior. She should have been terrified, she should have screamed and ran up to her room where it was safer, should have grabbed the nearest object in order to defend herself, in order to protect herself from predators, from thieves and thugs alike. But she did none of those things.

Instead, Rapunzel approached the destroyed mass of broken glass from the flower vase lying a few feet away from her position, never letting her guard completely down, taking cautious steps and inspecting the broken masses even more cautiously. She was vaguely aware of the water – sprawling from the kitchen sink that seemed to have been devastated in the confused state of anger and distress minutes before – soaking her feet, but she highly paid it much attention, even if she knew she should not be so careless and ignorant as she was, letting her curious mind taking her wherever it pleased. But whatever things have caused this destruction, Rapunzel was too absorbed in its origins than taking care of the damage it had caused, therefore continuing her little investigation, because while it scared her to no end, it was something new and unexplained and Rapunzel wanted to know more. Besides, new – while it could be dangerous – was always a lot of fun to explore.

Squatting down, Rapunzel carefully decided to pick up the porcelain into her hand, examining it over. She squinted her emerald gaze into focusing on the broken lines. No matter how little she knew of the outside world, Rapunzel knew that the way the glass had been broken was unnatural in every way. It was as if the glass had been broken from the inside by some mysterious force. But that was impossible. There was no magic within the house, not when mother was out. So, how could it have broken? Better yet, why did everything turn into a tornado of destruction the moment Rapunzel's emotions went out of hand? Could she have— no, that was ridiculous. But yet, not.

She looked back to the porcelain in her hand, finding some beauty in it, lifting it to the sunlight and letting the broken mass shine as it reflected the light from the sun.

"Could I possess… magic?"

Just as the young girl uttered these words, the light cast from the glass reflected over at the staircase. And, thanks to the wind gently breezing her locks in the warm summer noon, movement was caught under the lowest step.

A low rumble of befuddlement escaped from the back of her throat, and Rapunzel carefully placed the broken glass aside, moving cautiously with great curiosity towards the step. A brief touch of the rough material told her that there was much more under the step than what she saw. However, as she lifted and removed the step completely, she did not expect mountains of envelopes shoot out, burying her under an enormous amount of yellowish letters. All looking identical, with the same century-old-looking envelope, sealed with the same red shield with no stamp, the same signature addressed in emerald green ink.

And the same name they were addressed to scribbled over the letters.

All of which that were addressed to her.

"What the?" She stared wide eyed at her messed surroundings, taking in the surprise bit by bit. She rubbed her eyes, just in case she was dreaming, pinching her arm afterwards. She hissed at the pain before gazing around. Nope, not a dream; she was still there in the mountains of letters addressed to her.

Like a force of nature, it hit her.

They were all to her!

It didn't take long for Rapunzel to skim over the first letter to the next, and the next one afterwards, followed closely by the fourteenth envelope addressed to a Miss R. Black, highly standing for Rapunzel Black, living in the secluded forest of the kingdom Corona, in the highest room in the tall tower, in the hidden clearing. With these information appearing on each and every letter she passed, Rapunzel had long gone ripped the thirty-seventh envelope apart, reading the inside of said envelope, and then rereading the text over and over to confirm the inside of the greatest discover she'd yet come across.

Because, who would want to send her, of all people, so many letters? Who would be so desperate to contact her? To inform her of what she never thought she was? That she was a—

"A… a witch? M-Me? I'm a… I'm a witch!" She exclaimed, a beaming smile stretching over her glowing face. Wait until her mother heard about this; she would be so proud of her young daughter, especially when knowing she would go to the same school mother had been to. "Oh, my Sun! I'm going to Hogwarts! I'm going to Hog—"

Jumping to her feet and preparing for a celebration dance, Rapunzel stopped dead in her tracks at the appearance of Mother Gothel, shocked and terrified of the sight in front of her. And Rapunzel, stiff as a plank, gulped at the peculiar horror in her mother's grey, dull eyes. Why did she not look happy?

"—warts." With the pathetic ending of her sentence, Rapunzel gave a sheepish, yet the most cheerful and excited smile she could muster. Mother could not say no for her to go to the magic school she had oh so dreamed of going to since she was just a tumbling. She couldn't do that, not when she'd received so many letters requesting her to be part of the magical school.

Right?

-:-

"But Mother!"

_Wrong._

"No buts, Rapunzel. I've made my decision and my answer remains a 'no'. You know why we stay up in this tower?"

"Well, yes, but—"

"That's right; to keep you safe and sound, my precious child. Now, pass the potatoes, dear."

The youth huffed and start sulking, but did otherwise what her mother told her to do. It just wasn't fair, she thought. And more importantly, for the life of her, she could not understand why her mother was so horrified of the idea of her daughter to study magic. Seeing how excellent a witch her mother was – as she practically swung her wand, right at the moment, to pull out both the table in the far corner into the middle of the room and the necessary cutlery, moving away from the sink where the cod was hovering bare inches over said sink and deboning itself without anybody standing near to do so – Rapunzel could only stare, amazed how magic functioned, pitied and muttering to herself. She wanted to learn how to do such things; waving a wand and studying magic as a whole, even the very advanced magic. For all she knew, the thing mother made by moving everything around at their own will was a simple and easy spell. In addition, as for what mother had told her, there was much more to magic than just waving a wand around for good measure.

"Rapunzel, what have we talked about the muttering, dear?" Her mother's singsong voiced rang over her ears as she pulled the dune over the table, the cutlery positioning themselves in the rightful places.

"That you don't want it. Sorry, mother."

Still, it did not ease her emotions. True, she wasn't angry with her mother, she just found her behaviour strange and inexplicable. What was it she did not wish her daughter to find out? Whatever it was, Rapunzel wanted to know it. Which meant that if she wanted her mother to talk, she would have to be more stubborn than usual.

-:-

It has been three whole weeks since Rapunzel's discovery of her letters – hers! Not anyone else's! – and not a single new one had arrived after. Rapunzel supposed than since she's read one, they didn't send more. Still, that did little to comfort her. In fact, it did the complete opposite.

Gothel's answer was the only thing that he had not changed throughout the three weeks. Her claimants that Hogwarts would be a dangerous place for Rapunzel to attend simply seemed false and desperate to keep the young girl put in her tower. I mean, a school designed for magical children – like herself – could not be that dangerous, let alone dangerous at all. Could it? And if she got a letter from Hogwarts in the first place – hundreds of them, actually – didn't that then mean that she was qualified to attend the magic school for witches and wizards, too? Surely, her mother's excuses that there would be dark wizards and witches, horrible, dangerous dragons and Dementors at Hogwarts couldn't be true seeing as many kids attended the school every year. And yet, she was still determined to keep her Flower within the four walls of their tower. Letter or not letter, Gothel remained firm.

"But the letters—"

"Most likely have gotten the wrong Rapunzel," her mother insisted, trying to make the child drop the subjects. However, her argument was met with a force of nature from her beloved child.

"It was addressed to a Rapunzel in the Tower! Hundreds and hundreds of letters alike ended up here, addressed to a _Rapunzel in the Tower! Motherrrrr!_" The girl whined, taking hold of her mother's clothes and burying her face into it, giving her best pout before meeting her emerald eyes with her mother's stern and rather offended expression. "I don't ask for anything, but I want to attend this school."

Mother Gothel scowled angrily, removing the child's grip from her black tunic with force not needed to be so violent. "That in itself is asking, and asking for a lot for that matter, Rapunzel," she snapped, crossing her arms over chest as she stared incredulously at the young eleven-year-old in front of her. "Besides, what would you do there? Make friends? Oh, please dear, you think they'll be impressed? Look at you! They'll eat you up alive! My darling, going to that school would be demented."

Her mother wore a smile, and seeing that her daughter's eyes popped out, wide as saucers, the satisfied smile turning into a dangerous smirk. When Rapunzel looked at her bare feet, her mouth opening and closing for a retort, Gothel turned to grab her cloak, readying for her evening walk. Just as she pulled the hood over, Rapunzel's frantic voice caught through her thoughts.

"I-If I got to Hogwarts, I promise I'll stop asking about the floating ligh- ah, I mean, the stars coming out on my birthday."

Although her voice was small, the sound and desperation it let out showed that it had clearly been a thing Rapunzel had considered the long moment of silence between her and her mother. While the lights were what really brought out her curiosity, it was a sacrifice she was willing to make. Everything to get outside to see the world, everything there was to learn about it was worth ignoring the lights, even if it would take all her energy not to talk about them ever again. After all, she knew how much the subject about the lights bugged her mother, and never to mention them again was something she was sure – or rather, hoped – would convince her mother in letting her little girl go.

Gothel had long gone stopped in her tracks, staring bewildered with wide grey eyes at her Source for Eternal Youth, who, in all respect, had the decency to look nervous but yet still confident, if the slight hope and grief mischief in her eyes revealed anything. She had also bitten her lip, her expression turning from confident to worry to pleading.

"I promise, mother. I'll never mention anything about the li- stars again," Rapunzel continued, her breathing coming in fast as she stared at her mother's unreadable, blank face, expecting anything to come from the kind woman, but certainly hoping that whatever anything was it would be positive.

The century old witch frowned, looking away as she did to think, closing her mind off from anything outside, and carefully considering the words Rapunzel had spilled from her mouth. Moving Rapunzel to Hogwarts would be close – dangerously close – to put her to discovery, anybody could tell. Not only was Rapunzel a hit within the Muggle news, but Aurors and _The Daily Prophet _stuck close to the case with the Lost Princess from Corona still after nine years of no success in finding the girl. If Rapunzel were to be put in the school for magical children… well, if they knew who Rapunzel actually was, then yes, it would be extremely delusional of Gothel to place the child there. But the thing was, no one would know who she was, and Gothel could create a scene right under everyone's noses that the Daughter of the Sun had been right in front of the authorities' eyes this whole time.

She would have a wonderful time in pulling that off. But even so, as Gothel began to smirk to herself – missing the hopeful smile and eyes Rapunzel mimicked – she could not let the child wonder off to Hogwarts all alone; she'd had to come, too. Besides, Gothel knew exactly how Rapunzel was with promises.

Finally, she sighed, nodding her head as she turned to her beaming daughter. "Very well then. You can go." Above the delighted shrieks from Rapunzel, Gothel quickly added, "But only – and only – on one condition. That I will come with you and be your teacher at Hogwarts. Where I can keep an eye on you at all time, so that you won't get into trouble. How does that sound, my Flower?"

Her answer was breath-takin.

Literally.

Rapunzel lunged for her mother, squealing her happiness as she kept her arms around the woman's waist, bouncing up and down and expressing her gratitude in a wave of 'thank you's. She did not mind having her mother watching over her twenty-four-seven; she was going to Hogwarts, she was going to see the world! There was no way she wanted to miss this chance, and with her mother at her side, exploring the wonders of the world, well, Rapunzel found that her world was now even brighter than before.

In her own mind, she cheered on for Hogwarts to be ready, for she was coming to join the School of Magic and was determined to make it through all seven years. And by the Sun, she simply could not wait for her departure to come sooner.


End file.
